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deep cut on tae rocky bridle path of
sin now come into a smooth place,
and the dry alders crackle as the pant-

DR. TALMAGE’S CHURCH DESTROVYED | I hart breaks through to the water

*  SUNDAY MORNING.

The Sermon He Had Intended to Preach.
How the Christian Traveler Should P

ro-
ceed on His Way to His Heavenly
Home. -
JROOKLYN, Oct. 14.—(Special.) Dr.

Talmage’s tabernacle, in this cily, was
destroyed by fire early Sunday nn&ninz.
Your correspondent, lmwm--:r, received
from Dr. Talmage a copy of the sermon
which he had intended to preach,

The subject of his sermon was “The
Saving Look,” and the text Hebrews Xii,
2: “Looking unto Jesus.” Dr. Talmare
saddd: -

In the Christian life

. we must not
slipshod. This o B9

. world was not made
forus to rest in. In time of war vou
.\%:1“ find around the streets of some
city, farfrom the scene of conflict,
men in soldier’s uniform, who have a
right to be away. Thev obtained a
furlough and they are Lonestly and
righteously off duty; but I have to
tell you that in this Christian con-
flict, between the first moment when
we enlist under the banner of Christ,
and the last moment in which we
shout the victory, there never will be
a single instant in which we will have
a right to be off duty. Paul throws
all around this Christian life the ex-
citements of the old Roman and Gre-
cian games—tihose games that sent a
man on a race, with sueh a streteh of
nerve and muscle, that sometimes
when he came up to the goal, he drop-
ped down exhausted. Indeed, history
tells us that there were cases where

men came up and only had
strength just to grasp the goal and
then fall dead. Now, says this
apostle, making allusion to those

very games, we are all to run the
race, not to crawl it, not to walk it
—but “run the race set before us,
looking unto Jesus,” and just as in the
olden times, a man woullg stand at the
end of the road with a beautiful gar-
land that was to be put around the
head or brow of the sucecessful racer,
so the Lord Jesus Christ stands at the
end of the Christian race with the
garland of eternal life, and may God
grant that by his holy spirit we may
50 run as to obtain.

The distinguished Welliston, the
chemist, was asked where his labora-
tory was, and the inquirers expected
to be shown some large apartment
filled with very expensive apparatus;
but Welliston ordered his servant to
bring on a tray a few glasses and a re-
tort, and he said to the inquirers:
“That is all my laboratory. make
all my experiments with those.” Now, I
know that thereare a great many who
take a whole library to express their
theology. They have so many theories
on ten thousand things; but I have to
say that all my theology is compassed
ha Lhese chree words: “'Looking unto
Jesus,” and when we can understand
the height and the depth and the
length and the breadth and the infinity
and the immensity of that passage we
can understand all.

CHRIST OUR PERSONAL SAVIOUR.

I remark in the first place, we must
look to Christ as our personal Saviour,
Now, you know as weil as I, that man
1s only a blasted ruin of what he once
was, Thereis not so much difference be-
tween a vessel coming out of Liverpool
harbor, with pennants flying and the
deck crowded with good cheer, and
and the guns booming, and that same
vessel driving against Long Island
coast, the drowning passengers ground
to pieces amid the timbers of the brok-
en up steamer, as there is between
man as he ecame from the hands of
God, equipped for a grand and glor-
ious voyage, but afterward, through
the pilotage of the devil, tossed and
driven and ecrushed, the coast of the
near future strewn with the fragments
of an awful and eternal shipwreck.
Our body is wrong. How easily it is
ransacked of disease. Our mind is
wrong. How hard it is to remember,
and how easy to forget. The whole
nature disordered, from the crown of

the head to the sole of the foot—
wounds, bruises, putrefying sores.
“All have sinned and come short of

the glory of God.” *‘By one man sin
entered into the world and death by
sin, and so death has passed upon all
men for that all have sinned.” There
is in Brazil a plant they call the
“murderer,” for the simple reason that
it 1s so poisonous it kills almost every-
thing it touches. It begins to wind
around the root of the tree, and com-
ing up to the branches reaches out to
the ends of tlie branches, killing the
tree as it goes along. When it has
come to the tip end of the branch the
tree is dead. Its seeds fall to the
eround and start other plants just as
murderous. _
And so it is with sin. It isa pois-
onous plant that was planted in our
soul a long while ago, and 1t comes
winding about the body and the mind
and the soul, poisoning, poisoning,
poisoning—killing, killing, killing as
it goes. Now, there would bo_num-vd
of my discoursing upon this if there
were no way of plucking out that
plant. It is a most inconsiderate
thing for me to come to a man who
is in financial trouble and enlarge
upon his trouble if I have no allevia-
tion to offer. It is an unfair thing for
me to come to a man who is sick and
enlarge upon his disease if I have mno
remedy to offer. But I have :1’1-1{.:111.
to come to a man in financial distress
or phvsical distress if I have financial
re-enforcement to offer or a sure cure
to propose. Blessed be God | that
among the mountains of our sin there
rolls and reverberates a song of sal-
vation. Louder than all the voices of
bondage is the trumpet of God’s deliv-
erance, sounding: *‘Oh, Israel, thou
hast destroved thyself, but in me is thy
help.” At the barred gates of our dun-
geon, the conqueror cnocks and the
hinges creak and grind at the swing-
ing open. The famine struck pick up
the manuna that falls in the wilderness
and the floods clap their hands, saying:
“Drink, oh thirsty soul, and live for-
ever,” and the feet that were torn and

brooks, and the dark night of the soul
begius to grow gray with the morn-
Ing, yea to purple, yea to flame, from
horizon to herizon. The batteries of
temptation silenced. Troubles that
fought against us captured and made
to fight on our side. Not asy result of
any toil or trouble on our part, but
only as a result of “Looking unto
Jesus.” *‘But what do you mean by
‘Looking unto Jesus? ” some one in-
quires. [ mean faith. *““Whatdo you
mean by faith?” I mean beheving.
“What do you mean by believing?”
I mean this: If you promise todo a
certain thing for e, and [ have con-
fidence in your veracity—if you say
you will give me such a thing and 1
3"-::-'"5}1 it very much, I come in confi-
aence Lhat you are an honest man and
will do what you say. Now, the Lord
Jesus Christ says: ““You are in need of
pardon and life and heaven, you can
have them if you come and get them.”
You say: “I can’t come and ask first.
I am afraid you won't give it to me.”
Theu you are unbelieving., But you
say: I will come and ask. 1 know,
Lord Jesus, thou art in earnest about
this matter. I come asking for par-
don. Thou hast promised to give 1t to
me, thou wilt give it to me, thou hast
given it to me.” Thaf is faith. Do you
see 1t yvet? “*Oh,” suys some one, *°]
can’t understand it.” No man ever
did, without divine help.  Faith is the
gift of God. You say: **That throws
the responsibility oif my shoulders.”
No. Faith is the gift of God. but it
comes in answer to prayer.

All over glorious is my Lord,

Ho must be loved and yet adored;

His worth if all the nations knew,

sure the whole earth would love Him, too

“LOOKING TO JESUS."

I remark again, that we must look
to Jesus as an example. Now, a mere
copyist, you know, is always a failure.
If a painter go to a pertfolio or a gal-
lery of art, however exquisite, to get
his idea of the natural world from
these pictures, he will not succeed as
well uas the artist who starts out and
dashes the dew from the grass and
sees the morning just as God built it
in the clouds, or poured it upon the
mountain, or kindled it upon the sea.
People wondered why Turner, the fa-
mous English painter, succceded so
well in sketching a storm upon the
ocean. It remained a wonder until it
was found out that several times he
had been lashed to the deck in the
midst of a tempest and then looked
out upon the wrath of the sea, and
coming home to his studio, he pie-
tured the tempest. Ii is not the copy-
ist who succeeds, but the man who
confronts the natural world. Soif a
man in literary composition resolves
that he will imitate the smoothness of
Addison, or the rugoed vigor of Car-
lyle, or the weirdness of Spenser, or
the epigrammatic style of Ralph
Waldo Emerson, he will not succeed
as well as that man who cultures his
own natural stvle. What is true in
this respect is true in respect to char-
acter. There were men who were fas-
cinated with Lord Byron. He was
lame and wore a very large collar.
Then there were tens of thousands of
men who resolved that they would be
just like Lord Byron, and they limped
and wore large collars, but they did
not have any of his genius. You can-
not successfully copy a man whether
he 1s bad or good. You may take the
very best man that ever hived and try
and live like him, and you will make
a failure. There never was a better
man than Edward Payson. Many
have read his biography, not under-
standing that he was a sick man, and
they thought they were growing in
grace because they were growing like
him in depression of spirit. There
were men to copy Cowper, the poet,
a glorious man, but sometimes atHict-
ed with melancholy almost to insan-
itv. The copyists got Cowper’s faults
but none of his virtues.

There never was but one Being fit
to copy. A few centuries ago he
came out through humble surround-
ings, and with a gait and manner and
behavior different from anything the
world had scen. Among all classes
of people he was a periect model.
Among fishermen, he showed how
fisherman should act. Among tax-
gathers, he showed how taxgathers
should act. Among lawyers, he
showed how lawyers should act.
Among farmers, he showed how far-
mers should act. Among rulers, he
showed how rulers should act. Crities
tried to find in his conversation or
sermons something unwise or unkind

it. They watched him, oh how they
watched him! He never went into a
house but they knew it, and they
knew how long he stayed, and when
he came out, and whether he had
wine for dinner. Slander twisted her
whips and wagged her poisoned
tongue and set her traps, but could
not cateh him. Little children rushed
out to get from him a kiss, and old
men tottered out to the street corner
to see him pass.

Do you want an illustration of de-
votion, behold him whoele nights in
prayver. Do you want an ex;uu}lle-of
suffering, see his path across Palestine
tracked with blood. Do you wantanex-
ample of patience, see him abused and
never giving one sharp retort. Do you
want an example of industry, see him
without idle moment. Do you
want a specimen of sacrifice, look at
his lifeof self denial, his death of igno-
miny, hissepulcher of humilation. Oh
what an example! His feet wounded,
vet he submitted to the journey. His
back lacerated, and vet he carmed the
Struck, he never struck back
again. Condemned, vet he rose high-
er than his ecalumniators, and with
wounds in his hands and wounds in
his feet and wounds on his brow and
wounds in his side, he e{aculatcﬂl:
“Father forgive them, they

Now not
what they do.” Ah, my

DIHe

CI'Oss,

brethren,
that is the pole by which to set your
compass, that is the bheadland by
which to steer, that is the light by
which tokindle your lamps, thatis the
example that we ought all to follow.
How 1t would smooth out the rough-
ness in our disposition, and the world

would be impressed by the transforma-

or inaccurate; but they never found }

tion and would say: ‘‘I know what™is
the matter with that man, he has been
with Jesus and has learned of him.”
Alexander was going along with his
army in Persia and the snow and ice
were so t that thearmy halted and
said: ““We can’'t march any further.”
Then Alexander dismounted from his
horse, took a pickax, went ahead of
his army and struck into the ice and
snow. The soldiers said: “If he can
do that, we cando it,” and they took
their picks and soon the way was
clea and the army marched on.
So our Lord dismounted from his
lory, and through all icy obstacles
1iews a path for himself and a path
for us, saying: “‘Follow me! I do not
not ask you to go through any suffer-
ing, or fight any battles where I do not
lead the way! Follow me!”
THE SYMPATHY OF JESUS.
Again I remark, that we are to look
to Christ as a syvmpathizer. Is there
anybody in the house today who does
not want sympathy? I do not know
how anybody can live without sympa-
thy. There are those, however, who
have gone through very rough paths
in life who had no divine arm to lean
on. How they got along 1 do not ex-
actly know. Their fortunes took wings
in some unfortunate investment and
flew away. The bank failed, and they
buttoned up a penniless pocket. Ruth-
less speculators carried off the frag-
ments of an estate they were twenty-
five years in getting with hard work
How did they stand it without Christ?
Death came into the nursery and there
was an empty erib. One voice less in
the houschold. One fountain less of
Joy and laughter. Two hands less,
busy all day long in sport. Two feet
less to go bounding and romping
through the hall. Two eyes less to
beam with loveand gladness. Through
all that house shadow after shadow,
shadow after shadow until it was mid-
night. How did they get through it?
I do not know. They trudged the
great Sahara with no waterin the goat
skins. They plunged to their chin in
the slough of despond and had no one
to lift them. In an uunseaworthy eraft
they put out into a black Euroclydon.
My brother, my sister, there is a
bain: that cures the worst wound.
There is a light that will kindle up the
worst darkness. There is a harbor
from the roughest ocean. You need
and may have the Saviour’ssympathy.
You cannot get on this way. 1 see
your trouble is wearing you out body
and mind and soul. I come on no
fool's errand today. I come with a
balm that can heal any wound. Are

you sick? Jesus was sick. Are you
weary? Jesus was weary. Are you
persecuted? Jesus was persecuted.

Are you bereaved? Did not Jesus weep
over Lazarus? Oh, yes, like a roe on
the mountains of Bether Jesus comes
bounding to your soul today. There
is one passage of Scripture, every word
of which is a heart throb: ‘‘Comeunto
me, all ye who are weary and heavy
laden, and I will give you rest.” Then
there is another passage just as good:
“Cast thy burden on the Lord and hej
will sustain thee.” Oh, there are green
{mstures where the heavenly shepherd
eads the wounded and .sick of the
flock.

The Son of God stands by the tomb
of Lazarus and will gloriously break it
open at the right time. Genesaret can-
not toss its waves so high that Christ
cannot walk them. The cruse of oil
will multiply into an illimitable sup-

ly. After the orchard seems to have
seen robbed of all its fruit, the Lord
has one tree left, full of golden and
ripe supply. The requiem may wail
with gloom and with death; but there
cometh after a while a song, a chant,
an anthem, a battle march, a jubilee,
a coronation. Oh, do you not feel the
breath of Christ's sympathy now, you
wounded ones, you troubled ones? If
you do not, I would like to tell you of
the chaplain in the army who was
wounded so he could not walk, but he
heard at a distance among the dying
a man who said: “Oh, myv God!” He
said to himself: “I must help that
man though I can’t walk.”

So Le rolled over and rolled through
his own blood and rolled on over many
of the slain, until he came where this
poor fellow was suffering and he
preached to him the comfort of the
Gospel, and with his own wound he
seemed to soothe that man’s wound.
It was sympathy going out towards an
object most necessitous, and one that
he could easily understand. And so it
is with Christ, though wounded all
over himself, he hears the cry of our
repentance, the cry of our bereave-
ment, the cry of our poverty, the cry
of our wretchedness, and hesays: “I
must go and help that soul,” and he
rollsover with wounds in head, wounds
in hands, wounds in feet, toward us,
until he comes just where we are welt-
ering in our own blood, and be puts
his arm over us—and I see it 1s a
wounded arm and it is a wounded
hand—and as he throws his arm over
us I hear him say: “‘I have loved thee
with an everlasting love.”

CHRIST OUR FINAL RESCUE.

Again, we must look to Christ as our
final rescue. We cannot with these
eyes, however good our sight may be,
catch a glimpse of the heavenly land
for which our souls long. But I have
no more doubt that beyond the cold
river there is a place of glory and of
rest, than we have that across the At-
lantic ocean there is another conti-
nent. But the heavenly land and
this land stand in mighty contrast.
This is barrenness and that verdure.
These shallow streams of earth which
a thirsty ox might drink dry, or a
mule’s hoof trample into mire, com-
pared with the bright, crystalline
river from under the throne, on the
banks of which river the armies of
heaven may rest, and into whose clear
flood the treesof life dip their branches.

These instruments of earthly musie,
s0 easlly racked into discord, com-
pared with the harps that thrill with
eternal raptures, and the trumpets
that are so musical that they wake the
dead. These streets along which we
go panting in summer heat or shiver-
ing in winter's cold, and the poor man
carries his burden and the vagrant
asks for alms, and along which shuffle
the feet of pain and want and woe,
compared with those streets that
sound forever with the feet of joy

amgl holiness, and those walls made

out of all maaner of precious stones,
the light intershot with reflections
from jasper and chrysolite and topaz
and sardonyx and beryl and emerald
and chrysoprasus.

Ohb, the contrast between this world,
where we struggle with temptation
that will not be ¢onquered, and that

world where it is perfect joy, perfect
holiness and perfect rest! Said a lit-

tle blind child: “Mamma, will I be
blind in heaven{” *“OQOh, no, my dear,”
replied the mother, “you won't be
blind in heaven.” A little lame child
said: “Mamma, wiill I be lame in
heaven?” ‘‘No,” she replied, ‘“‘you
won't be lame in heaven.” ¥,
when the plainest Christian pilgrim
arrives at the heavenly gate it opens
to him, and as the angels come down
to escort him in, and they spread the
banquet, and they keep festival over
the august arrival, ang Jesus comes
with a crown and says, *“Wear this™
and with a palm and says, ‘“Wave
this,” and points to a throne and says,
“Mount this.” Then the old citizens
of heaven come around to hear the
newcomer's recital of deliverance
wrought for him, and as the newly
arived soul tells of the grace that par-
doned and the merey that saved him, |
all the inhabitants shout the praise of |
the King, crying, “Praise Him!|
Praise Him!” '

Quaint John Bunyan caught a

limpse of that consummation when

e said: “*Just as the gates were opened
to let in the man, I looked in after
them, and behold the city shoue like
the sun; the streets were also paved
with gold and in them walked many
men with crowns on their heads, and
golden harps to sing praises withal.

Na reasonable man, who is not an ob- |
ject of charity, would think of going:
irte a grocery store and asking the pro- |
pnetor to wrap him up ten pounds of |
sugar or a bushel of meal as a gift. Yet
there are hundreds of persons in every
community who seem to think the col-
umns of a newspaper are publie property,
and the editor a man whose business it is
to “puff” every private enterprise of
whatever nature, publish calls for public
meetings, church fairs, obituary notices,
resolution of thanks, tributes of respect,
and all that sort of things for nothing,
and pay for house rent, blank paper and
printers’ hire for the privilege of doingit;
and they do not hesitate to ask the pub-
lisher to give them dollars’ upon dollars’
worth of free advertising, when they
would not think of asking their grocery-
man to make them a donation of ten
cents’ worth of goods. This is wrong,
and the whole system needs changing.
The columns of a newspaper represent
the stock in trade of the proprietor—
his means of livelihood—and to ask him
to give away his space, is an injustice
and imposition upon a generous, home
loving class of citizens—the editors of
our land—who are entitled to more con-
siderate treatment and better things at
the hands of their people.—Ilenderson
Gold Leaf.

And after that they shut up the gates,
which when I had seen I wished my-|
self among them.” |
A System: That Needs Changing. |
|
|
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RICH CLOAKS AND FURS!

RICIH CLOAKS AND FURS!
The most attraciive in town
FOR PASHION!

FOR FIT!
FOR PRICE!

We couldn’t say more fine speeches for our
Cloak Styles that you will think in seeing and
taking hold of them.

ARE PASSING!
TO LOOK COSTS NOTHING!

STOP IN AS YOU

Twiil do your eyes good to see them. Prices?
They are down hill from everywhere.

JONES & LYON,

o2dawtf One Door West of Bank of Durbham.

ROGERS & CO.,

DEALERS IN

STAPLE AND FANCY

GROCERIENS,

CONFECTIONERIES,
FRUITS,

Cigars, Tobaccos,

Crockery and Glassware.

£19-d3m

R. BLACENALL & SON,

~DRUGGISTa,-

DURHAM, - -

augsd

N. C.

 N. A. SINCLAIR,
ATTORNEY AT LAW

'~ FOR RENT!

One splendid Store Room. Pla‘e glass front,

Location good.
aué

E A. HEARTT, Agt

Williamsburg, Va.

Chartered 1693. 197th year begins October 6, 1889 | Stock $100,000.
Expenses need not exceed annually
ing books, board, fuel, lights and washing,
LYON G. TYLER, M. A

for catalogue.
aud-d2m

President.

private or public.
and required.

]

College of William and Mary,

| WANTED, BY A LADY!

A situation as Teacher in a School,

Good references given
Address TEACH
g28-t Care of G

MOREHEAD BANKING CO.

Incorporated by the Legislatureof N, C. Capital
Officer«~—G 8 Watts, President: W

143, includ- | H Willard, Vice President; W M Morgan, Cashler.
hin. " Gen | Solieits the account of individuals and

R -
tions Our discount rate is 8 percent. Halr-l‘:’rn‘g
inallof its branches Correspondence solicited

MRS. ADA SMITH'S

B

GRAND FALL OPENING

Fine Millinery and Fancy Goods.

ALL ARE CORDIALLY INVITED

We are preparedjto show vou all the lat-
est designs in

Millinery and Fancy Goods,
BOTH IN

Foreign and Domestic Make.

Mrs. Smith has just returned from New
T ork, and while there gathered all the Intest
*-l}'lvs in

HATS AND BONNETS.

We are prepared to show you styles that
vouwill only find in London and New York.
Exumine our stock of Fancy Goods, the fin-
est in the city.

Our Stamping Department

Is complete, All are cordially invited to
see my Grand Fall Styles, The Iadies will
be glad to show you any goods that 1 have,

MRES. ADA SMITH,

od-dtf Main Street.
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COAL ELEVATOR

RICHMOND, VA.

The Only Coal Elevator South !

There are seventy-two screens in the Buailding.

No dust or dirt ean poasibly

ret

into the Coal as it runs over these

screens in passing from the Elevator into the carts.

Prompt shipments.

Consumers get their Coal dry and PERFECTLY CLEAN.

I have now and shall always keep on hand, a large stock of all kinds
of Coal best suited for Foundry, Factory and Family use.

All Coal seclected and of best quality.

Orders solicited.

2. EBEl. ELA& W BS,

RICHMOND, VIRGINIA.

The railroad cars run alongside the Elevator, and the .Coal is loaded
into them there, thus lessening the cost to the trade South and West.

BLACKWELL'S DURH

Situnated in the immediate section of country that
flavor and guality is not grown eisewhere in the world, the popularity of thmwnbslsrml Hmit-
ed by the quantity produced. We are in position to command the cholcs of ﬁ
gfferings upon this market, and spare no palos or expense to give the trade the

. sw~ BLACKWELL'S "=
e DURHAM TOBAGEO

HONEST,
POPULAR,

RELIABLE,
SATISFACTORY

| Is the Host -tumr‘onu,

SMOKING TOBACCO

EVER PUT UPON THE MARKET,

Hence Dealers and Cousumers always pro-

nounce it THE BEST.
roduces a grade of Tobaceo that In texture,

VERY BEST

J. S. CARR,

J.S. CARR,
W.W.FULLER,
J. W.SMITH,

First National Bank of Durbam

(Parrish Building, Mangum St.)

DURHAM, N. C.

Capital Stock, -
Stockholders’ Liability, -

Depositors’ Security,

$100,000
100,000

$200,000

OFFICERS:

- President. | LEO. D. HEARTT,
W.W. FULLER, Vice-Pres't. | CHAS. A. JORDAN,

Cashier,
Teller,

PIRECTORS:

E. J.PARRISH,
T. D. JONES,
C.S. BRYAN,

J.W.WALKER
J.T.MALLORY,

A. H. STOKES,
JAS.A.BRYAN

Banking in All Its Branches.
OUR FACILITIES FOR MAKING COLLECTIONS'

ON ALL POINTS THROUGHOUT THE COUNTRY
ARE OF THE BEST.

All Returns Wil Be Made Prommptly.

OUR DISCOUNT RATE IS 8 PER CENT.TO !V!'\'.OI_IY
Persons Depositing Moneys and receiving Certificates of Deposit therefor

running 6 or 12 months will receive interest thereon

tTAYE’l'I‘EVlLLE, N. C.

at the rate of 4 per cent,




